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had gone back to Baluzac without returning to Larjuzon. She must
have come straight from her room. She had tidied her hair and
washed her face and hands. She looked at me, trying to guess what
I was thinking. But I pretended not to be interested. I found
pleasure in feeling at once acutely miserable and completely master
of myself.

I went upstairs early, meaning to read in bed, but this I could not
do. Through the floor I could hear the rumblings of a violent
dispute. Michele told me next day that my stepmother had lost
control of herself and had been most unkind about Monsieur
Puybaraud. He too, finally, had lost his temper, exasperated by the
fact that when he tried to explain to my stepmother why it was that
he had decided to marry Octavia, she had replied, raising her eyes to
Heaven, that this was the cross she had always known was reserved
for her, and that she willingly accepted the sacrifice.

"But, Madame Brigitte, there is no question of your being
sacrificed. . . . This is my affair, and mine only. . . /'

But Madame Brigitte would not listen. She had been wounded,
but forgave the hand that held the weapon. She always behaved like
this when people told her that she had been wrong or had com-
mitted some injustice. Instead of frankly admitting her fault and
sitting in sackcloth and ashes, she turned the other cheek, protesting
that it was well she should be thus misunderstood and vilified. In
this way she added another link of mail to the armour of perfection
and merit in which she went clad from head to foot. On such occa-
sions her interlocutor was driven to speak angry words, and this
gave her a feeling of still greater excellence at the bar of her own
conscience and in the sight of God.

On this particular evening, however, she had given full rein to her
fury. She must have exceeded all decent limits, for next day, at
breakfast (which was earlier than usual, because my master was
taking the eight o'clock train), she humbled herself to the extent of
apologizing to him in my presence.

"Such behaviour was unworthy of me," she said, not once, but
many times, in an access of humility, "and I want Louis to hear me
acknowledge my fault. When I have reason to believe that a fellow